Fra Angelico da Fmok

religion to be spectator of their drama. We would have the legends
of the nunneries; flowers and birds of the Franciscans; magpie
Dominicans; scenes of hawking or hunting in the virgin woods;
abbesses who were princesses, and who ruled their lands; the
costumes of their companies and cohorts; the calefactorium, an
open hearth where the Capuchinesses warmed their bare feet; the
penance of the Hermitesses; monastic picnics, like the Romaria;
concerts of sweet voices, music of Haydn and Marcello. The music
comes later, but these devotees or priestesses of Sacred Love have
a mystical or psychic poetry which must reveal itself to anyone
who thinks of them; splendours and miseries that are beyond
compare; austerities that are like, in kind, to feats of athletic
endurance; rapturous experiences that have no parallel; miracles
of fasting; marks of the stigmata, with bleeding where the nails
were, and the marks of scourging; ecstasies that no poet or
musician has experienced; all for Sacred Love, with no reward
upon earth.

We have said that their early histories compare to paintings of
the Sienese school. They are only to be thought of in the poses
or deformations of that spirit. But, also, there is Fra Angelico;
and their backgrounds are his rose-pink buildings. The woodwork
is new grained and fresh; churches with fa fades of marble, at
Orvieto, to choose an instance, would be in the colours of a
wedding cake. Gold still glistened. The briar rose had no dust
upon its leaves. He had heard the cuckoo and the nightingale in a
dawn that had no throbbing, no panting of an engine. Distant
towns upon their MUs were like the heavenly Jerusalem. There
was wonder in everything, and a primal innocence; in the butter-
fly's wing, in the crest of the oriole, or in the daisied meadows.
Sacred Love had its colleges in every town and in the wilderness.

As time went on, until the end of time, which was near unto
this present, there was this flowering or renewal. After three
more centuries we would find those other scenes which are
grotesque or fantastic but have, also, their own beauties of
another sort. Who could deny beauty to the last flowering of
that spirit? We could find it in little masterpieces of fantasy and
elegance, North of the Alps, in the works of the Asam brothers,
Egid Quirin and Cosmos Damian, supreme masters of their kind,
in the chapel of the Ursuline nuns at Straubing, or kt Osterhofen
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